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The next day we had an affair with Turkish justice
which illustrates the position of the consuls in Tur-
key so well that I tell it fully. The dragoman and
I had gone off to shoot rock-pigeons in one of the
caves by the seashore, leaving at home my breech-
loading hunting rifle, then a novelty in that part of
the world. When we got home at night the city
was full of a report that some one in our house had
shot a Turkish boy through the body. I at once
made an investigation and found that the facts were
that a boy coming to the town, at a distance of about
half a mile from the gate, had been hit by a rifle
ball which had struck him in the chest and gone out
at the back. No one had heard a shot, and the sen-
tinel at our doors, set nominally for honor, but really
to watch the house, had not heard any sound. The
boy was in no danger, and he declared that the bul-
let had struck him in the back and gone out by the
chest. My Canea dragoman, who was reading in
the house all the time we were gone, had heard no-
thing and knew nothing about it; but, on examining
the rifle, I found that some one had tried to wipe it
out and had left a rag sticking half way down the
barrel. This pointed to a solution, and an investi-
gation made the whole thing clear. The dragoman's
man-servant had taken the gun out on the balcony
wMch looked out on the port, and fired a shot at a
white stone on the edge of the wall, in the direction
of the village where the boy was hit.

The mimakam* of Retiino sent an express to Canea
to ask Ismael what he should do, and received reply